MODERN TRAVEL

Air-Marshal sighed : " Well, I suppose there are draw-
ing-rooms and drawing-rooms." He then recalled that
Corfu had once been British, and what bloody fools
we were the way we always gave a good thing away.
It was on the tip of my tongue to hope for a similar
restoration of Cyprus from the Labour Government,
but I was too content to be in Greece again to bother
with an argument.

After examining an Italian Dornier-Wal monoplane,
and a French machine which was painted an aesthetic
orange and bringing mails from Beyrut, we flew round
to the back of the island to see the Achilleion, the
palace built by the Empress Elizabeth of Austria, and
later vulgarised by the Kaiser. Then we continued
southward along the coast, till an easterly turn took us
inland over flat marshy country. Being anxious to take
a photograph of Byron's death-place, Captain Stocks,
the pilot, invited me into the cockpit, where I perched
my feet on two aluminium platforms behind him. As
I stood, my head and chest were above the wind-screen,
and, since the propellers were behind, could remain
there without discomfort. Below us, a marshy plain
stretched into the distance ; to the left, mountains ; to
the right, mountains ; in between, patches of water
reflecting the blue sky ; and all the land emitting that
subtle rosy glitter which is Greece. And here was I,
on my fourth visit in five years, arriving in the sky-
arriving not with rush and hurricane, as may be
imagined ; but moving with measure and circumstance
through the blue vault; the great wings spreading like
a house behind me ; and the pilot at my feet finding it
superfluous to exercise more than the slightest control
over so rational and self-sufficient an instrument of
locomotion. The sensation was superb and like no
other. A ship is always on the water, a dependent,
humbler than the humblest wave. This proud vehicle,
on this unflecked, sunny afternoon, asked no visible
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